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hour,1 the member of Congress. He was sitting on the
pavement surrounded by a dozen or twenty gentlemen
and more, whom he was entertaining with a history of
events, debates and scenes which took place in Congress-
Hall. Roars of laughter followed some of his stories
and attention waited on all. I mean to commit one or
two of his anecdotes to paper. They were original and
piquant.

It is now late, and I conclude my letter with my visit
to Charlottsville and shall when I return home, write to
you again and give you an account of the rest of my ad-
ventures. Last summer you and sister sent me sketches
of your excursions and I now unexpectedly have an op-
portunity of returning the compliment. But good night
my dear sisters.

TO MRS. BOYD

Sidney, Aug. 12, 1828.

. . . . Before this I presume you have received
my hastily scribbled letter from Charlottsville. I am al-
most sorry that I wrote so carelessly under the excitement
of feeling, my little journal would have been better had
it been quietly and more carefully written at home. It
proved at least that the idea of my dear sisters is ever
present and enhances what pleasures fall to my lot. I
entirely forget where I left off, but if not mistaken it
was after I had been at the University of Virginia, one
of the finest specimens of art and the most magnificent
institutions I have ever seen. It has a most imposing
effect. In a city, or land cultivated country it would not
be so impressive. But on a landscape so rich, varied and

1 Philip Pendleton Harbour, brother of James Barbour, Mrs. Smith's
friend. He was afterwards Judge of the Supreme Court. He lived at
" Frascati," about fifteen miles from Charlottesville.we discovered it to be Phillip Bar-
